THE PLUTUS, 518-533

pov.  Your servants !    But how will ye get, any now ?

I pray you the secret to tell.

CHR. With the silver we've got we can purchase a lot.
pov.                            But who is the man that will sell ?

CHR. Some merchant from. Thessaly coming, belike,

where most of the kidnappers dwell,
Who still, for the sake; of the gain he will make,

with the slaves that we want will provide us.
pov.  But first let me say, if we walk in the way

wherein ye are seeking to guide us,
There'll he never a kidnapper left in the world.

No merchant of course (can ye doubt it ?)
His life would expose to such perils as those

had he plenty of money without it.
No, no ;   I'm afraid you must handle the spade

and follow the plough-tail in person,
Your life will have double the toil and the trouble

it used to.

CHR.                                         Thyself be thy curse on !

POV.   No more on a bed will you pillow your head,

for there won't be a bed in the land,
Nor carpets ; for whom will you find at the loom,

when he's plenty of money in hand ?
Rich perfumes no more will ye sprinkle and pour

as home ye are bringing the bride,
Or apparel the fair in habiliments rare

so cunningly fashioned and dyed.
Yet of little avail is your wealth if it fail

such enjoyments as these to procure you.
Ye fools, it is I who alone a supply

of the goods which ye covet ensure you,
I sit like a Mistress, by Poverty's lash

constraining the needy mechanic ;